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SLOPER TACKLES THE STRIKERS. 


‘* You will be pleased to hear that Papa’s illness has entirely passed away, and beyond a chronic condition of dryness, from which he is suffering, all seems 
well. His first act on reaching London was to make an appointment with Mr. Burns at the ‘ Sloper Arms,’ and after partaking of one or two throat lubrications 
at John’s erpense, he proceeded to Hyde Park to address the Strikers. The main argument Poor Papa brought to bear was, that having got the extra penny 
they asked for, there was nothing left them to do but to spend it in buying the ‘Hatr-Houtpay.’ The meeting broke up hurriedly, they say.’’—Toortste. 


A | MOORS. — | THE BASTILE. 


—_e— 


ONE merry May morning, in 1749, Monsieur de la Tude, a 
gay, light-hearted young French gentleman, of three and 
twenty, found himself suddenly in the custody of a couple 
of policemen. No accusation was made against him, and 
no trial took place, but he was at once locked up in the 
pony prison of the Bastile. He had, in fact, by some 

vish freak, incurred the displeasure of Madame de Pom- 
padour, the potent favourite of the Court of Louis XV. 

hat was enough, and for thirty-five weary years he 
remained a prisoner. 

For four months he was kept in the Bastile, but then 
removed to Vincennes, where he was allowed the privilege 
of walking fora weg of hours in the garden. to which a 
turnkey accompanied him down a flight of stone steps, De 
la Tude going first. One day he ran down these steps as 
quickly as he could, closed the door on the gaoler, put on 
an air of assurance, and, in a bustling way, inquired of the 
various guards he sed for a person who had accidentally 
just gone out of the prison in advance of him, and in_less 
than five minutes found himself a free man in the Paris 
streets ; but, in a weak moment, he listened to the advice of 
a friend, who urged him to throw himself on the clemency 
of the ne He did so,and by the King’s clemency he 
was taken back to the Bastile, and there contined in the 
most dismal dungeon of the prison. . : 

He remained for eighteen months in this horrid situation. 


1. Foirshot had Lad a good day among the phea- 2. But, unfortunately, the hampers, which were 3. But his laundress and ber hushand spoke in the most 
nts, 6» packed d goodly. hamper to send to his very mucb alike in appearance, got mixed, and glowing terms of his kindness, as they polished off a couple 
ancée’s O14 father, ‘He also cect up a hamper of Fairshot’s man labelled them wrongly, with the of birds each for their Sunday's dinner. “’Tain't evary genel- 
dirty linen to his laundrees. avtul result depicted above. man as recognizes my talent so ‘andsome,” said the good lady. 
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and was then put into a room with another prisoner, named 
D'Alégre, and from this place they effected a miraculous escape. 
With the aid of a trunk, belonging to De la Tude, which contained 
12 dozen shirts, 6 dozen pair of silk stockings. 12 dozen pair of 
under-stockings, etc., etc., they made two long ladders, constructing 
the rounds for them from the wood brought them for tiring. When 
inade, they hid them under the tiled tloor of the room. 

They had then to remove the iron bars from the chimney, a 
slow and bata operation, which had to be performed during the 
night,and took them two months, they cruelly cutting and bruising 
themselves at the work. 

At length, after eighteen months’ toil, all was in readiness, and 
the first stormy night they made the attempt. De la Tude climbed 
the chimney,and arrived at the top, “almost smothered with soot. 
and the blood streaming from him.” Then with a rope he hauled 
up his companion and their implements, and then they descended, 
by tying a rope to the chimney, to the platform below, and from 
thence to the trench, whereat, not thirty fect distant, a sentinel 
was keeping guard. They had now to work their way through a 
stone wall more than four feet thick, between which and them 
there was a ditch six feet wide, and deep enough to wet them to 
the arm-pits. They were here at work, with the iron bars from 
the chimney, for several hours. Even when through this wall 
they were not out of danger, for “they both fell into an aqueduct, 
but De la Tude caught hold of the bank and held up his companion 
hy the hair of his head.” Free. at length, they knelt down to 
thank God, embraced, and separated, agreeing to meet at Brussels ; 
but, arriving there, our hero learnt that his friend had been caught 
ind carried back to prison. He, himself, having sought refuge in 
Amsterdam, was presently claiined by the French ambassador, and 
taken back to his old quarters, where, fettered heavily, he remained 
tnore than three years. 

Afterwards, loaded with chains, he was sent back to Vincennes. 
The governor here, however, allowed him to walk two hours a day 
unchained in the fosse,and one foggy night, knocking down the 
sentries, he rushed through the gate, and escaped, 

A thousand crowns was offered for his capture, and he offered to 
give himself up, begging only to be tirst indulged with a moment's 
audience with the minister. Once in the clutches of the authorities, 
he was put into one of the most gloomy dungeons of Vincennes, 
without being permitted to saya word. Then he gave up all hope, 
and for twenty more terrible years, here and in Bicetre he remained, 
until at length restored to the world, with broken health and 
blighted hopes, a man, to all appearance, in the extremity of old 
age and decrepitude, though aged but fifty-eight 

* . * * . * 

“ Billiam,” bleated the Babelet, “ it was in the Bastile Henry Irving 
was locked up till his heart was dead, and if you go to see the new 
wood and plaster edition at Paris, and want to live comfortably 
and cheaply, try the ‘Hotel Montyon,’ Rue Montyon, Faubourg 
Montmartre, close to all the theatres and best boulevards. This is 


a straight tip.” 
(Newt week, The Other Fellow.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


es 

*,* Owing to the demand on our space, we cannot guarantee to 
answer Correspondents immediately on the receipt of their 
Queries—particularly the queerest ; but all questions put to 
the Editor, or to any member of “THE FAMILY,” will be 
answered in due course. Correspondents wishing their MSS. 
or Sketches to be returned, should inclose stamps for that 
purpose, 


H. FOWLER (Birmingham).—We regret that we cannot gire 
4u his name.—DOCKER.—ALLY did contribute to the Strike 
Fund, but bring one of those few noble beings who “do qood by 
stealth and blush to find it fame,” he did not blazon it forth to the 
corld, but carefully disquising himself, he, without any unneces- 
<ary parade, put ahalfprnny stamp and a chocolate drop into thr 
hor of one of the collectors ichom he met ina well known Fleet 
Sreet pub—H. FP. (Hull). Of course the Eminent smokes, 
What can you be thinking about 2” A bor of Larvranaqa Cabinets, 
addressed to him, and marked © Strictly Private. will be acknow- 
‘edged with heartfelt thanks. —UNHAPPY Victim.— You hare 
acon taken in and done for,and no mistake, Alas! there are many 
such,——Dot.— You have ax much chance for a Present” as any- 
one, but you must have _patience.——BOBBY.— Yes, it's a big sum to 
qite away, isn't it? But the Eminent ix the Friend of Man, and 
therefore, don't you sec.ch 2 Quite so—J. H.—Net at all, dear buy. 


—— 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in Great Britain. 


Furwarded toany part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and United States of America, post-Sree : 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
* THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


And the*SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” well be given for the 
Best 20 Words of 


ADVICE TO MR. MONRO, 


ax to how he should instruct the Police in Whitechapel, 
Please Addrcses—* POLICEMAN 92X." 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
*,* The List will close this day, SATURDAY, OCTOBER 5TH, 1889, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


——- 


STIGGLEs complains that his wife is too fond of cleaning. A 
few days ago, when it was so muddy, she made him take off his 
boots on the doorstep for fear he should soil the mat. and he vows 
and declares that she scrubs every{piece of tirewood that comes 
into the house. she 


. 

“You wouldn't think it.” remarked Mrz. Catamount. “ but John 

used to have most beautiful hair. [cut off some once to keep.” 

“Humph! Almost a pity you cut it so close, wasn't it?” asked a 

friend, looking at the old man’s noble forehead, which extends 
right across to the back of his neck, 
TA 


“WHAT a fine head of hair Maggie has!” said Mr, Sharpshins’ 
brother, admiring his eldest niece. “ Yes, four hundred and ninety- 
nine thousand nine hundred and ninety-eight hairs,” replied Mr. 
Sharpshins. * Phew!” exclaimed Mr. Sharpshins’ brother. “Why 
not say half a million at once?” “You don't think I'd tell a lie 
for two hairs, do you?” said Sharpeniss, indignantly. “ And if you 
don't beiieve me, you can count them yourself,” 

es ¢ 

“Tr we go back to the original source of anything. we invariably 
find it invan and insignificant in comparison,” observed Professor 
Dryasdust. “I know of one exception to that rule, Professor.” 
said a joker. “What is that?” asked the Professor. “Why, cod, 
which is nothing without its sauce—its oyster sauce.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Jt 
FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


ONLY “FAN”-CY. 
| _We give above the portrait of 
(Gracie and Jack are not about to | Miss Fanny Prettypet, who will 
kisseach othem—they are simply rehears- | shortly make her début at one of thc 
ing their new “ Whistling Duet.” | fashionable music halls, 


= 
- He was hopelessly mashed on her, and he betrayed himself over a game at 
“Nap.,” when she asked excitedly tf he had a heart (they were trumps), and he 
answered, “ Yes—er—that is, no," then played one, and whispered that since 
he met her he had ‘Jost it. Might he give her a diamond, also? Then they 
squeezed hands under the table, and two tond hearts beat as one. 


IS LIFE WORTH LIVING ? 


Enrayed aentleinan QOrho has ‘mst 

Well. it is a question that has been hed his portrait’ pa. wed) Det its 
fully divussed in the coluinns of the alibel, sir! T won't lave it at any 
D.T., and all sorts and conditions of price! Artis’. Weil, don't put 
discontented people have aired their vourself out about it. At the worst, 
views ; but Gracie here is sad, because, T can sell it as a study of a chim- 
poor dear! she has no one to tell Ler. , panzee, 


BL 


[Saturday, October 5, 1869. 
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A FEW weeks ago a boy was busily engaged in a field not a 
hundred miles from Croydon, picking (nines which looked like 
mushrooms. A doctor, who happened to be passing, inspected his 
basket and exclaimed, “ My boy, those are poixonous toadstools ' 
They are not mushrooms.” “Ain't they, sir?” cooly teplied the 
boy. “ It don’t matter, howsomever, I ain't a-goin to eat ‘em ; I'm 
a-pickin’ em for the folks that have come down to their beanfeast 
over yonder.” oe 

. 


BILL HIGGINS says it is a poor rule that will not work both 
ways, so, while in England we consider that a good dinner make- 
a healthy man, he has been reading of some natives in New Guine:: 
who think that a healthy man makes a good dinner, One who 
does not chew tobacco preferred. | 


* 

Tuis is the weather when bachelors pine, 
And envy a married man’s luck ; 

And would take on a wife and a baby fine, 
But the poor devils hav'n't the pluck. 


The bed is all cold, the sheets are like ice, 
The fire has gone out in the grate ; 

To shave with cold water really’s not nice, 
However some people may prate. 


The coffee’s not hot, the bacon’s all wrong— 
Oh, pity a bachelor’s woe. 

‘Tis easy to see to none they belong, 
And look on each girl as a foe. 


. 

IMPROVED Ven of the Times for 1990. “Galileo, etc., acelebrated 
Italian scientist, etc. When a boy he passed his life at a fashion- 
able watering place of the period. It was the contemplation of 
the bathing in fancy costumes which ultimately brought home tu 
him the necessity for the invention of the telescope, etc.” 


s 
“TALK of narrow lanes, by jabers!" exclaimed the O'Flaherty : 
“ye want to go to dear ould Oirland to see thim in_parfection, a- 
ye do for everything else by the same token. But Oi moind a lane 
n County Antrim that was so narrow that when two waggons met 
they cach had to get over the hedge before cither of them could 
pass. se 


Mrs, Jones (in shoulder-strap costume). How do 1 look in my 
new ball-dress, dear? : 

Mr. Jones (who doesn't like ii—on his own wife). Can't say. dear. 
Pull it up and get into it and Ml tell you, 


* 

“WEALLY beg pardon, Miss Tottie,” said young De Masher, who 
has neglected to pick up Tottie’s handkerchief when it fell: “it’s 
being so jong among the bumpkins in the countwy. don't you 
know. I'm afwade you'll think me quite a bear.” ‘No, indeed. 
Mr. De Masher,” replied Tottie Goodenough, “far more like a 
sheep.” Pa 

* 


“ AH, Charles! all earthly pleasures are fleeting. I've only had 
seven strawberry-cream ices and eight tarts, and yet I couldn't eat 
another evento please you |” pathetically remarked a bilious beauty 

ss: 


s 
WINTRY autumn’s damp and chill ; 
Gone the dance at Rosherville. 
No more on Hampstead Heath we'll ride, 
No more the jackass kind bestride. 
No more, my love, we'll ride together— 
It's p'raps as well, for I've lost leather ! 

= 


* 

* WHERE do you get vour tobacco?” asked Spittins. “At Robin- 
son's,” said_Spoffins. “Why do you deal with him?” continued 
Spiftins. “Because he gives nearly all his tobacco a weigh.” 

* 

“HALL! going out to dinner?” inquired Spiffins. “Yes, Um 
going to dine with old Carrots, the vegetarian.” answered Spoftin-. 
“What kind of table does he keep?" “Why, a vege-table, of 


rourse, 74 


SCENE—Qld Acnt Road. 
Old Man (driving a cow). Pleaz, maester, can ye tell ‘un where 
he the Stock Exchange ? 
Stranger. The Stock Exchange! What are you going there for? 
Old Man. Whoy, to change my cow. to be sure. She be done 
milkin’. so I thought as how I'd change her for oncas was comin’ on. 
=z * 


* 

HE was a close observer of human natur’, especially “human 
natur’” that wears sixteen-button cloth tops and a wiggle-waggle. 
So he always referred to the simple black clad waitresses ut the tem- 
perance corfee shop as the “ Penny Plain.” and the sweet, simplr. 
golden-locked lovely ones of the Frivolity chorus as the * Two- 
penny Coloured.” Good man, that y 


* 
“WOMEN are as deceitful and treacherous as the ocean,” observes] 
the Hon. Billy, who has just received one of his numerous mittens. 
“ Aye, and as full of craft,” added Lord Bob. 


»* 

When out of work and cash all spent. 
Who cheers the heart with “ money lent,” 
And charges twenty-five per cent /— 

My uncle. 
Who'll take a coat, or dress, or ring, 
Or hat, or boots. Whate’er vou bring— 
In fact, like death, take anything ?— 

My unele. 


Oh, yes, he knows what he’s about ; 

And when it’s once up uncle's spout, 

It’s three to one it don’t come out.— 
a My unele, 


Apropos of the bakers’ strike agitation, somebody says that the 
nicest morning roll he ever saw in his life was when a young lady. 
named Araminta Jones, slipped and did a sixty mile an hour one 
down Greenwich Hill. Poor dear little girl! it was rather painful 
and confusing to her. But there was a young man standing on the 
top of that hill who bored a hole straight through his eve-gla- + 
with hard staring. e 6 

“Way is a man called a ‘lamb’ when he is swindled by 
sharpers ?” asked an inquiring youth. * Because lambs are noted 
for their gamboling propensities, and also because. whenever there 
are a number of lambs together. vou will always find some blach- 
legs among them.” responded his tutor. 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


The nert picture fered to the readers of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAD 
is an oil painting by JOHN CHARLTON, measuring 50 in, x 40 in., tn a hard: 
some gold Jrame, and entitled, 
ce 
ASE BAY? 

AU that has to be done 1s to make ONE, APPLICATION ONLY, ba sendin 6% 
Envelope with this announcement iuclosed, together with the Name and Address! 
the Applicant, any lime beyore December 31st. 

Address—* ALLY SLOPER'’S ART UNION,” 
“THE SLOVERIES,.” 
99 Shoe Lune, London, E.C. 

%,% This Picture is on View every Friday afternoon between p.m. and 6 p.m. 


The 0:1 painting by FREDERICK VILLIERS, evtifled, 
“AN INCIDENT AT TEL-EL-KEBIR, 
has been presented (0 


QUARTERMASTER-SERGEANT C. W. BROWNE, GRENADIER GUARDS, 
HORSE GUARDS, LONDON. 


Saturday, October 5, 1889.) 


TOOTSIE AT THE “PROMS.” 


eg 

Yus, dears, here we are, all back again once more in dear ol! 
London town, and, with the exception of the Dook Snook’s nose, 
well and hearty. Phauk gooduess, for awhile we are comparatively 


A box of celebrities. 


our oWn masters, and are not ordered about by that Bob, whom, 
however, we have permitted to take us round toa few of the shows. 
London Day by Day, for instance, at the Adelphi, in which George 
Alexander plays delightfully and looks awfully handsome, and 
J. L, Shine and Clara Jecks are very funny, and Marius, in a bl 
eardling way, murders a lady & da Prado and Pranzini, and Kate 
aa is one of the very best street boys there ever was in the 
word, 

We made Bob take a box, too, for the Court, where, oh | how we 
did scream at Mrs. John Wood as Aunt Jack, and Weedon Cross 
smith as her family solicitor. We have been, too, to the Strand, 
where there is one of the oddest and freshest comic scenes ever put 
on the stage, and in which Willie Edouin is very droll, and to the 
Promenade Concerts at Covent Garden. 

The Dook Snook says that he well remembers when Jullien gave 
his promenade concerts at Drury Lane Theatre. Those were the 
days when the cider-cellars still existed in Maiden Lane, and Evans’ 
under the Piazza of Covent Garden Market. Drury Lane was not 
then what it is. It had been “ originally intended for the repre- 
-utation of the legitimate drama only,” and had © witnessed many 
\ieissitudes,” 
and Gus, if born 
at all, was buta 
very small boy. 
The prices were: 
to the . boxes 
44., pit, <4, Zal- 
lery, le. (N.B— 
There were no 
stalls.) The 
doors opened at 
six,and the per- 
formances com- 
menced at 
seven. What is 
now the Leho 
ottice, was. the 
Victoria Saloon. 
more commonly 
known as_Jes- 
sop’s ; and the 
‘* Bachelor's 
Guide to Life in 
London” speaks 
of it as a 
“fashionable 
lounge,” and 
says that “its 
magnificent de- 
corations — will 
at once surprise 
and delight the 
beholder.” 
What is now, 
too, the Holborn Restaurant was a saloon devoted to the lovers 
of terpsichore in the winter months, and a bath in the summer, 
nod was called in the winter the “Cassino de Venige.” And again, 
ia those far away times, Baron Nicholson still held his mimic 
court at the Coal Hole, where were also to be seen “ Poses plas- 
tiques,” for which, says the Guide, “the corps dramatique are selected 
tor their beauty and symmetry of form, and truly to behold them, 

“*Rich in those charms of Nature’s own bestowing, 
Of form unrivalled and of bea:ty rare,’ 


might put to flight some of the soundest philosophy.” 

The audience at Julien’s concerts were often very noisy, and 
misconducted themselves, and marriage certificates were rarely 
demanded of ladies unaccompanied by their mammas and aunts. 
Che promenaders then would hare cared but little for Beethoven's 
Symphonies, and would have howled down the programme of a 
classical night. But now it is not so. 

We spent a most enjoyable evening, and were muchly admired 
in our box, and 
we were delighted 
with the conduc- 
torship of Arditi 
and with Bruce 
Smith's Persian 
Pavilion, and the 
ook Treen 
speak highly o 
the. refreshment 
department, 
though the latter 
is reticent with 
respect to_ the 
cause of a black 
eve he somehow 
picked up. Only 
it was et 
about some girl, 
and Lardi_ very 
propels said she 
noped it hurt 
him. 

As far as I can 
judge, my friend 
Freeman Thomas 
should be finding 
this eighth season 
of his a very pro- 
titable one, and, 
indeed, he told 
me as much at 
supper, at Roma- 
nos, after the 
concert was over. Another friend of mine,Walter Gooch, ably takes 
charge of the front of the house, and is vastly popular with one and 
all. Whatever you do, don't neglect to zo to the Covent Garden 
proms. 


Billy in trouble. 


A supper at Romano’, 


—_——_——— eee $$ —__—_____—__; 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK 


To Purchaser of 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


Cat out and fill in the Label printed below, and post it te :— 
THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperics,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, ELC. 


THE “*SLOPER” WaTtTcH 


COMPETITION. 


“Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday," October Sth, 1889. 


Name 


Address 


Age 


Occupation, if any 


How many times applied . 


How long a Purchaser of \ 
the ‘‘Half-Holiday”’ 


The List for this week's Competition will clese on Wednesday 
evening next, October Mth, 1889. The Result of the Competition of 
eptember 2th, 1889, will be published in the * HALF-HOLIDAY™ 
Sor October 12th, 1889. pee 


165th WEEK. 
RESULT OF SEPTEMBER 21st COMPETITION. 
The following Twenty Applicants have been awarded 


““SLOPER” WATCHES: 
1. J. FICKEN, Painter, 119 Plough Road, New Wandsworth. Age, 30 years. 


Subscriber—5 years, LONDON. 
2. GEORGE REEVE, Engineer, 22 Paul Street, Finsbury. Age, 23 years, Sub- 
scriber—5 years. LONDON. 


rk. 
years, Subscriber—S years. LONDON. 
. WILLIAM SHARP, Carrier, “ Victory Inn,” King Street. Age: 46 years. 
Subscriber—5 years, 5 months, ARUNDEL. 
5. GEORGE W. MORELAND, Labourer, 26 Lily Street, Roath. Age, 47 years. 
Subseriber—since No. 5. CARDIFF. 
6, JAMES WANSTALL, Innkeeper, “Man of Kent,” Luton Road. 
years. Subscriber—5 yeara, 3 months. CHATHAM. 
7. BIRKBY BANKS, Mechanic, Union Street. Age, 20 years. Subscriber. 4 
years, 4 months, I week. CLECKHEATON, 
8 WILLIAM ANDERSON, Under Gamekeeper, Piggott's Farm. Age, 27 years 
Subscriber—5 years. HUGHENDEN. 
9. GEORGE HERBERT, Garden Boy, High Way. Age, 17 years, Subscriber 
since October, 1545, MAIDENHEAD. 
10, JIM BEALE, Barman, The “Rose Inn,” Wheeler Street. Age, 17 years. 
Subscriber—since No. 1. MAIDSTONE. 
11. THOMAS SAMPLES, Dyer and Cleaner, i7 Rylett Street, Lower Broughton, 
Age, 45 years, Subscriber—over 5 years, MANCHESTER. 
12. GEORGE LEONARD, Grocer, 1 Shakespeare Road. Age, 32 years. Subscri- 
ber—over 5 years, NORTHAMPTON. 
13. THOMAS MChIMM, Coach Trimmer, 12 Spillars Place. Age, 18 years. Sub- 
scriber—since January. 1886, OMAGH. 
14. MARY ELIZABETH WALLIS, Sheep Street. Age. 33 years, Subscriber—- 
— over four years, SHIPSTON-ON-STOUR. 
15. CHARLOTTE FIDLER, Mother's Help, High Street, Chalvey. Age, 18 years. 
Subscriber—5 years. SLOUGH. 
16. ROBERT EDWARD DAY, Porter, G.W.R. Station. Age, 19 years, Sub- 
seriber—from September, 1884. SOUTHALL. 
17. A. H. NIBLETT, Railway Clerk, 8 John’s Lane. Age, 29 years, Subscriber 
—since commencement. LIPTON. 
18. JOHN KINSON, Police Constable, Police Station. Age, 28 years. Subscriber 
—sinee commencement. WEDNESBURY. 
19. JOHN H. DAWSON, Photographer, 5 Scorsby Terrace, Fishburn Park. Age, 
33 years, Subscriber—since October, 1485, WHITBY. 
20. BERTIE TOM LUCKHAM, Dairy Boy, Old Station Road, Age, 15 yore: 
Subscriber-—over 4 years. WIMBORNE. 


3. WALTER OLDMAN, Assistant, 274 Old Ford Road, Victoria Pa ite: 23 
P Ds 


Age, 49 


SLOPER’S SOCIAL SONNETS. 
No. 60.—THE SCHOOLMASTER. 


A HOT, close room, a dreary noise— 
Lesson learning, stupid boys : 

Now that droning voice again, 
Now a flourish of the cane. 


Yes, l’ve got brains—yet, tell me why 
Luck has never followed? I 

Was, vears ago, the very best— 

‘Took all the prizes from the rest. 


But Jack and Joe, that asses were. 
Somehow have better luck, and fare— 
On the best. and live like lords— 

The very best the world affords, 


I'm sick of muttorf cold and beer, 
Of sticking day by day, man, here, 
Of thrashin, tin into lads— 
The brats of snobs and City cads. 


Respectable I am, of course, 

From sins | suffer ng remorse ; 

Yet, when all. man, ’s said and done. 
{ wish I'd had a bit of fun. 


I’ve never seen the good sun rise 

With wine-and-smoke-dimmed, bloodshot eyes ; 
I've never been on wicked roam, 

And with the milk came early home. 


Of course, it's just as well to know 
‘That none at me a stone could throw— 
That none my doings e’er could blame— 
That free am I from guilt and shame. 


Yet, it’s rather dull, I own, 
Hearing lessons’ drone and drone ; 
l almost wish (it isn’t right)— 

I'd like to have a spree to-night. 


YouR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ A1.1.Y SLOPER'S HA LF-HOLIDAY,” the ser- 
rives of a Graphologist of great skill and talent have been engayed. Readers 
desiring a delineation of their character must send a letter of moderate length, 
signed with the usual signature, and accompanied bya stamped addressed envelope 
(with the writer's own address), All letters must be directed to— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S GRAPHOLOGIST,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
Answers will be posted direct to the addresses given on Envelope. No notice will 
be taken of any communication not complying with the above regulations, 
anurers cannot be guaranteed within Tourteen days. but will be Turwarded as 
Curly us PUssvuie. 
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JIM PURVIS’ FORTUNE. 
———— 
THEY were making a road, up on Hampstead Heath. It was a 


little after the diuner-time, and the navigators had had their bit 
and sup, and 
were lying 
down on the 
grass, asleep in 
the sun, most of 
them. 

Jim Purvi- 
was a big, hand- 
some, stalwart 
fellow. Folk- 
called him Gen- 
tleman Jim. 
don't pretend 
to say he wasa 
focnenan, but 

have seen 

entlemen Whe 
ooked and 
spoke more like 
cads than Jim 


did. 
Jimdidn't 
sleep. He lay 


on his side, with 
one brown 
elbow dug inte 
the grass, and 
his knuckles 
wrinkling his 
cheek, ana 
watched a 
pretty youny 
Jady in black— 
a governess, 
evidently —struggling, a little way off, with a fractious child. 

“Come home to dinner, Johnny,” he heard her say, coaxingly. 
“You don't want to be carried,as if you were a little girl?) Come!” 

“1 will bea girl—l will be carried!" said Johnny; “and if | 
like, Pl kick you, and I do like—so there!” 

+ Littl: beast!" said Jim, to himself ; “1 should like—, but a 
common navvy hasn't got any right to interfere, | suppose, where 
a gentleman might. It's too Sed, She's crying, apes thing! 
Afraid of being scolded for being late, | suppose. It's a pretty 
face, too, and, by Jingo! how like Mary's.” 

Jim roiled over on his back on the grass, and lay staring at the 
sky. But a shadow fell on his face, He looked up. There was 
the young lady, holding the refractory Johnny by the hand. 

«Could you tell me the time, sir?” she asked. Sir, to a navvy. 
Jim wished he had been able to get the old watch out that morning. 
He looked upat 
her to frame 
some excuse, 
and started. 

“By George! 
it is Mary. 

Mary 


It_ was 
—the Mary 
from whom he 
had been parted 
years before. 
Did she know 
him? He hoped 
she didn’t. He 
pulled his hat 
over his eyes 
and answered, 
ina ff tone— 

“Tain't gota 
ticker, mum,” 
he said; “arsk 
my mate!” 

“ Thank you,” 
said poor Mary, 
and passed on. 

“Down in 
the dumps, 

Gentleman /” 
asked Sligo. 
Sligo was Jim's 
mate. “ Havea 
paper, and give 
bit of a 


“ Little beast !" said Jim. 


“Could you tell me the time, sir 7” 


Jim took the paper. The other men clustered round him, 

“*AFPRAY IN AN OMNIBUS !'” he began. 

“Oh, stow that /” said Sligo, “Old lady and a 'bus conductor at 
it ag'in. Try another.” 

“*The Missing Heir to a Million,’ read Jim. 

* Pitch us that,’ said Sligo. 

Jim pitched to the effect that one Simon Purvis, a miner and 
farmer, of New South Wales, had died intestate.” 

“That's a queer complaint,” said Sligo. Somethin’ innards, | 
8 pose, 

sor Died intestate,’ read Jim, “‘leaving property in stock, land, 
and invested U alee to the amount of one million sterling. A 
nephew of the deceased’s, the only living member of his family, ix 
the natural heir to this splendid fortune. He is, it is rumoured, at 

resent in England, getting his living, as many a poor gentleman 

nas done before 
him, as a com- 
mon labourer.’~ 

“Good for 
him when he 
finds it out,” 
said Sligo. 

“Rather!” 
said Jim. “tm 
rather inclined 
to think it’s 
me!” 

“You?” 
shouted all the 
boys in chorus. 

“My uncle 
was Simon Pur- 
vis, farmer, of 
New South 
Wales, said 
Jim, “and I'm 
his heir, | sup- 
nose, for he 

adn’t another 
relation living 
but one,” 

He got u 
and _ stretche 
himself, 

“Hurrah!” 
cried the boys. 
“Hurrah for 
Gentleman 
Jim!” 

A howl sounded faintly in the distance—the incorrigible Johnny 
had broken out aguin. 

“IT may interfere ths time.” said Jim. 
somebody | know shall be a lady.” 

Ne stepped out—aties Mary 


“ Murrab for Gentleman Jim" 


“Tm a gentleman, avd 
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TWO DAINTY PETS. 

“Ah! sweet litle mousey, how I envy you your easy life. You 
should, indeed, be happy. You Lave naught todo but play, have 
no cares, aud need have no thought but fur your own amuse- 
ment.” (et was the same with her; but, no matter. 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


“SLOPER’S SECRET CAMERA. 


No. 15.—You can easily see that these two girls objected to Le photographed. But the 
Emiuent would not be denied, and took them, against their wills, by his instantaneous process. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—GEORGE R. SIMS. 


Henspeckle Lad an extra powerful row wich the missus, the other Jay, 
and now he says he was at the Battle of Ink-her-man. 


No. 98.—Mis3 HELEN Cape. (1). “Take it away! |'Tis not mine!” cried Mr. Sims, in an agitated voice, as A. SLOPER appeared at the library door, hat and umbrella in hand. Then, caluly, “Ob, I 

“Tt id fe at es see! All right, come in, SLOPER ; I thought it was another restored umbrella. But excuse me fur five minutes, I have to put the finishing touches to half a dozen plays, write 

he maid is all the world to me. —The Dock Snock. | the Dagonet pag -, and also letters to the Bishop of London, Lord Tennyson, and several others.”——(2). Certainly, sir,” said SLOPER, and he amused himself by staring at « 

* L will not be denied her love.” Lord Reb ! large liver . hung, trophy-like, on the wall.——(3). At the end of that time——-“ You, Mr. Sims, are thoroughly thorough?” “I try tobe. For instance, when writing of 

Ms € er love. Saeare ee rasC Us the poor, T invariably dress thus.” And, removing his outer garments, Mr. Sims stood revealed in picturesque rags. ——(4). At that muineut a mysterious voice behind SLOVETs 

“Ah! sad, indeed, is he who loves a mad and knows not if his hissed, “Shall we kill the old man.or how?" SLOPER fell on his knees and clasped those of . Sims, who smiled, and explained it was only Pettitt consulting him bs 

ie ; = = telephone about a certain character in their next play. But it quite upset SLOPER, who said he wanted to go home,— (5). So he was conducted to the frunt dour by 
passiun is returned.” —The Hon. Billy. | mysterious figute, shrouded and masked. Could it has: beon Albert Edward?” 


BEL) Wi 
fi. HM | i il Mi, 4 


MW 


i; fi, | —_ 
A a i oe YS! 
~ a 3 ¥ 
1," Luis,” dad the Laud .. sue suciety tur the Proceetiva of Scutel Puddle, “1s the abude of the Mucusous Hairyoobitus, ur Native Hog.’ 


THE LAIRD TURNS ARCHAOLOGIST. 


2," And this,” sail the Elder, “1s a specimen of the Terraquakus Vulgaris, or common Garden Eurthquate.' 


= age 


nee et an ee 


Saturday, Ootober 5, 1889.) ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 


he latest are 


Kiek-or . Be - Kiete ol 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


A hearty greeting, friends. Once again am I before you with an entirely new and original show. Cast your optics over the above artistic triumph, and confess that you have had your money’: 
worth :—" Grant our demands,” the bakers sa 4 “ Or we shall strike on Lord Mayor's Day :—Two licences were not enough. This on the owner's rather rough :—The boys at Eton, so they say, Are forced 
e 


by threats to fuotball play :—The bishop and the curate meck, Are first-rate friends in Congress week :—Some soldiers, much the worse for drink, Behaved outrageously, I think :—Trans 
30 hear, Will fashianable be next year :—The youngster caused the child to faint, By covering its face with paint :—Tis done, and in a few moments more I must lower the curtain. 


& 8 @ 


Painting bhe Baby -. 


ne eek 
YA, 
WX 


rent ginghams 
rou have read, 01 


course, of the Church Congress fuss at Cardiff? Well, my centre illustration copicts the sorely Paneh, the aleek Genus nnd reciors Ant (Be ee aneee = otherwise discussing—religion ! no, but the 
y forwarding the trifling sum of £5 tce——THE 8 8 Y MAN. 


latest betting on the Cesarewitch, a most reliable tip for which can be obtained 


THE CHILO OF THE PERIOD 


SS ak arian | 
GUR COUNTRY THEATRICALS. 

Mr. Macready Barnstormer (appearing with great success as Dick 
Turpin on the old buss horse). Now, laddie, when you hear Tom 
King say, “See, here comes Dick on his bonny black mare, galloping 
like the whirlwind!” you slam that door and holler out, “ Full in- 
side!” She won't start withont. 


COUR 
The maiden’s face is fair to see, 
The maiden’s form is slight ; 
Her pretty selt is made to 
Her lover's dear delight. 


He. Well, good-bye, Nellie, you'll give me a kiss, won't you ? 
Nellie on Ave). Well, I don't know; I think I'm getting a little too old fur that surt of 
thing. ides, I strongly object to osculation, on principle. It not only breeds undue | 


TING etl are aL L I Al See | 
ity between the sexes, but is a very powerful factor in spreading contagion. i 


Maudie (peeping vut). I've been trying on my old bathing dre=3, 
Lottie, and it's quite good enough for next year, Ithink. If you've 
got such a thing asa amall envelope you can give me, I'll put it iu 
that, and keep it quite safely till I want it again. 


a 
——_— 
. — ee =. = 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


(Saturday, October 5, 1889. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


ee 
Put electoral stragste in France has shown the contest to be 
(eeneral 


Boulanser, FLOS.. and his followers may 
bave lost ground in the 
provinces, but Madame 
Varis still inclines to 


Clouse Obie, 


herold love. [tis very 
hard ona fellow when 
he’s fond of a girl and 
he eau't be near her, 
which is Blancman- 
ver's present position. 
: Che Tottering Fabric 
~~) (° called on him the other 
F day to console him 
Jia with a little juniper 
a juice, and the tears 
| poured down the ex- 
ile’s) bronzed cheek 
when ALLY translated 
isto French the_fol- 
lowing words of Victor 
J Hugo -— Commencing 
| with the “HALF-HOLI- 
pay” for August 3rd, 
Is8¥, cut out the first 
paragraph in * Ally- 
= Campane” from each 
week's paper, and keep 
the cuttings by you 
vutil January 25th 
1890, when you will 
have twenty-six In 
your possession. Then 
post the twenty-six cuttings, with vour name and address, to 
“ Sloper’s £500 Competition,” * THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE 
LANE. FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C..and look in an early Number 
for the name and address of the Incky winner of the 00. 
Yon't post any of the cuttings until you have the twenty -six— 
that is, one from each week's - HAG: HOLIDAY,” Commencing 
August 3rd, IS80 and ending January 25th, 140. Lncase you lose 
any of your cuttings, back numbers kept in stock, which may 
be had through newsagent or railway stall. price one penny, 
or, post-free, three halfpence, direct from * The Sloperies.” 


A MUTUAL ADVANTAGE, 


The cirenlation of * ALLY SLopEr’s HALF-HOLIDAY” ix now 
considerably over three hundred and forty thousand copies weekly, 


| 


ha! 
k 
passed 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


and it, by January 25th, 180), it should reach four hundred thou. | 


sand copies, in addition to the above mentioned, £1, 
will be given, in twenty Consolation Prizes of £50 each, to twenty 
nosuccessful Competitors in the £500 Comp:tition. Your sympa- 
thies are entirely with Boulanger, you say? All right, we don't 
vare, Jf you get the £500 von might entertain him at the “ Hitel 
Bristol”; it would please him. » « 

* 

HERE is a little item that will interest our fair readers. Deer- 
stalking is to be invaded by ladies, A special gown has been 
made. There are two 
skirts of rough tweed, 
both bound with 
leather. The longer 
upper skirt is made to 
tuck up tishwife 
fashion, or to let down 
sous tu look lik. an 
ordinary walking dress. 
lhe jacket bodice i- 
bound with leather. 
and has leather collar-. 
cuffs and buttons. A 
large leather pocket in 
front of the dress, 
leather gaiters, a 
leather-bound tugue oi 
tweed, and = a luoose- 
fronted jacket) com- 
plete a costume de- 
signed, we should say. 
more for use than 
elegance. Ladies are 
not far behind men 
nowadays. They 
play cricket, smoke. 
deerstalk,and doa hun- 
dred other things that 
at one time no one ever dreamed would be performed by people 
who were not of the so-called sterner sex. 

e* 


ti ‘ 


Ve. 


Dress at Brighton is just now at its brightest. There is a cer- 
tain lawlessness about it, the gaudy colours looking gaudier when 
the cold winds suggest that the soberness of winter is upon us. 
This sobriety is certainly not to be traced in the costumes. They 
are still garish. There isa good deal of grey, very little fawn, and 
still less scarlet. The dark reds, however, are beginning to be 
worn, as they generally are at this time of the year. There is plenty 
of terra cotta, almost uf coffee cotta, so dark and full is the colour. 
Whenever red is prevalent blue goe: out, and Brighton seems to 
have decided that blne is obsolete. It will bea red winter to all 
appearances, 


+ * 


THE Haymarket Theatre is onee again the scene of another of 
Mr. Beerbohm Tree's many triumphs. y 


A Wan's Shadow isadrama 
adapted by Mr. Robert 
Buchanan from a 
French play of the 


character, though, in 
its present form, none 
of the weaknesses of 
the original are ap- 
parent. 
thrilling situations 
and startling inci- 
dents, and gives ample 
scope for a display of 
magnificent acting, 
which is fully taken 
advantage of by the 


cludes Mr. Kemble, 
Mr. Robson, that ex- 
cellent comedian, Mr. 
Collette, Mrs. ‘Tree, 
Miss Norreys. Miss 
‘Julia Neilson, Mr. 


dez. 


und realistic, and pro- 
vokes the audience to 
the greatest enthu- 
siasm. Needless is it 

> to predict that the 
Vo will enjoy 2 prosperous career. Every one who has seen Mr. 
Tree act knows that it must be a very bad play indeed which he 
could not save. and 4 Wan's Shadow is nota bad play. but a good, 


| the tour, to the 


| normal shade—in 


regulation sensational _ 


It is full of | 


company; which in- | 


Tree and Mr. Fernan- | 
The acting of | 
the latter two is, in- | 
deed, most forcible ; 


absorbing pathetic one, and it has met with the success it deserves, | 


; duce the colour 


Tur Church and stage are getting closer and closer in the colonies. 
In connection with Christ Ch 

of Victoria has his pew), a social 
evening is announced, the entertain- 
ment tu consist of Mr. W.S. Gilbert's 
comedietta, Sweethearts, aud Charles 
Mathews’ play, Delicate Ground, We 
shall soon see the wife of some pour 
curate adding to her husband's income 
by doing a turn at one of the halls. 


s 
THE carrier pigeon has just been 
turned to a curious use in Russia. 
The bird is being used to convey 
peretves of photographs taken in u 
balloon. The first experiment was 
made from the cupola of the Cathedral 
of Isaac, and the subject photographed 
was the Winter Palace. The plates 
were packed in envelopes, impene- 
trable to the light, and then tied to 
the feet of the pigeons, who safely 
and quickly carried them to the 
station at Volkovo. 
= 


* 

AN eccentric spendthrift has just 
away at Fulbeck, near Grau- 
tham. He went out to Australia some 
twenty-five years ago, and returned 
home with a large fortune. This he 
put iu the bank, and ran on the prin- 
cipal, Amongst the eccentric acts of 
the last year of his life, which almost 
borde on insanity, were the pur- 
chasing of valuable articles and destroying them. A gold watch 
wag smashed up immediately, the back of a silver watch was 
wrenched off so as to be more conyenient for winding-up, the 
straw was taken out of 2 new mattress for pig bedding, clocks 
broken up and thrown away, bread daily burnt on the fire, legs of 
mutton and sides of bacon were buried in the garden, valuable 
trees bought and sbepeed up. He built a greenhouse and knocked 
it to pieces. He died « poor man—in fact, a pauper—and he was 
buried by the parish. «* 


SPORTING in Scotland has always been an expensive luxury, but 
this year it is more than usually so, iu that there are so few returns 
to set off aguipst the heavy outlay. Disease has ravaged some of 
the moors to an alarming extent. On one of which we have just 
heard, out of 130 brace ike whole of the birds had to be buried, 
aod in many places the extension of time for net-tishing has des- 
troyed the chances of those who ply the “gentle craft.” In the 
old days when nets were few, this extra three weeks would have 
made no difference, but now, when almost every foot of the tidal 
portions of Scottish rivers are swept by the fisherman's nets, there 
is small chance of any salmon getting up until after the season is 
over. 8 

* 

AFTER his arrival im town, (he Eminent went out on a gin crawl 
of a most prolonged character. Now. whether it was the change 
from the toast 
and water, which 
has been his sole 
beverage during 


heavy goes of 
~U nsweetened,” 
we know not, but 
somehow his pro- 
boscis assumed 
such an inflam- 
matory condition 
as to horrify all 
beholders, 
wrovely did he 
use our and 
whiting to re- 


of his boko to it~ 


vain—and in 
despair he made 
use of the 
Byronic phrase, 
“Oh, would my nose turn white and cease to pain. I'd give my 
soul to have it right again.” Scarcely had the words left his lips 
than there was a blaze of blue fire, and, Mephisto-like, a being 
xtoud beside him, who, passed a tablet of something over his burning 
nasal organ. Immediately the pain was gone, and subsequent 
examination showed fhat the rich hue had also disappeared. 
Uttering the words, “In the same easy way does the soap of the 
immortal Brooks take out the stains from marble, tins, plate, and 
metals of all descriptions,” the fiend vanished in a blaze of light. 
and to SLOPER's disordered mind, the tongues of tire seemed to form 
themselves into the mystic words, “ WON'T WASH CLOTHES.” 
*-* 
* 


“A NITRATE CHAPLAIN. —We hear that there is not only a 
* nitrate king,” but a“ nitrate chaplain,” also. A clergyman residing 
in the north of London has made some most successful operations 
in the nitrate market, has resigned his living, and now pays a daily 


urch, Melbourne (where the Governor ! 


' 
| 


’ hissed. 


| during the third that the hissin 


| had a marmoset for a page. 


; ship called “ My Black.” Catherine 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEE ENDING OCTOBER 127TH, 1889. 
ae 

6th October, 1789.—On this day, just a hundred years ago, 
a scarcity of bread at Paris having intlamed the fury of the popu- 
lace, they cheba org to Versailles, where they made an attack by 
night on the palace. Amidst the confusion the Royal family were 
brought, in great danger of their lives, to Paris, and were followed 
y the National Assembly. 
6th October, 1815.—In a curious old pamphlet called “The 
Swallows,” it is stated that on this date an assemblage of thes: 
birds sailed be to speak) from RKotheram, in Yorkshire, with a- 
yey aoe discipline, and regularity as ever a fleet left the Britist 
Chanuel.” 
tth October, 877.—Charles the Bald was this day poisoned by 
Zedechias, a Jewish physician, in whom he had placed great 
contidence. Charles reigned thirty-eight years, thoroughly hated 
by his people. 

7th October, 1728.—One of the poets of the First Empire, 
Népomucéne Lemercier, who died this day in Paris, aged eighty. 
four, wrote a tragedy, the hero of which was Christupher 
Columbus. _ He had in it violated the unities, which Frenchmen fur 
years considered an inviolable law of tragedy. When Lemercier’s 
pecs was played, the students hissed it with great vehemence, 
Napoleon admired the author, and, when he heard that the traged, 
been hissed, ordered it to be played again. It was again 
He became furious, He ordered it to be played a third 
time, and went to the theatre, accompanied by a regiment of 
soldiers. The first and second acts were heard in silence. [tv wa. 
had formerly been most vigorc us. 
When the curtain rose on the third act, Napoleon leaned over hi- 
box and looked at the students, to see if they would dare to oppose 
his known will in his presence ; but he found the whole audience. 
from the pit to the last tier, wearing nightcaps, and pretending to 
be fast asleep! and—he gave it up. 


hac 


8th October, 1802.—James Belcher, the pugilist, was this 
day carried before the magistrates at Bow Street, in order to give 
bail for his appearance next term at the Queen's Kench, to answer 
gn indictment found against him for riot and misdemeanour, in 
allusion to atight with Berks at Hurley Bottom. Berkshire. 
Belcher had engaged Sadler's Wells Theatre for the 26th, for his 
benefit, but the magistrates closed the theatre, declaring sparring 
an unlawful exhibition. ; 

8th October, 1820.—Christophe was a negro of extraordinary 
character, born about 1767. In 1790, on the insurrection of the 
blacks in the French part of the Island of St. Domingo, he joined 
the insurgents, and eventually assumed the supreme command. 
with the title of Henry I., King of Hayti. For some time he main- 
tained his power; but at length a conspiracy was formed against 
him, and on finding that his troops could not be relied on, he shot 
himself through the heart on the above date. 

8th October, 1861.—The statue of Father Mathew was this day 
inaugurated at Cork. 

8th October, 1200.—King John was this day crowned a second 
time, with his queen, Isabella, at Westminster. 


Oth October, 1709.—Barbara Villiers, Duchess of Cleveland. 
the mistress of Charles II., died this day. | It is related that she 
Frances Sutton, Baroness Dudley, 
had tea served by a baboon clad in gold brocade, which her ladvy- 
edley, Countess of Dorches- 
ter, used to go and take her seat in Parliament in a coach with 
armorial bearings, behind which stood, their muzzles stuck up in 
the air, three Cape monkeys in grand livery. 

%h October, 1757.—Charles X., King of France, was born thi- 
day. “He was xtrayagantly xtolled, but is xceedingly xecrated. 
He xhibited xtraordinary xcellence in xigency ; he was xemplary 
in xternals, but xtrinsic on xamination; he was xatic under 
xhortation, xtreme in xcitement, and xtraordinary in xtempore 
xpression. He was xpatriated for his xcesses; and to xpiate his 
xtravagance, xisted and xpired in xile.” 

{th October, 1867.—An explosion this day took place in Ham- 
mond's_ firework factory, Cannongate, Edinburgh, causing the 


| death of five persons, and serious injury to eleven. 


visit to the brokers’ offices, where he has received the sobriquet 


of the “nitrate chaplain.” ++ 

THE latest addition to. America’s commercial monarchs is 2 
“tomato king.” He lives in California, and it is said that he ships 
at least 2,000 boxes a day. Pa 

= 

WE were present the other evening at a private view of the 
‘decorations of the Portman Rooms, until about two years ago the 
home of Madame Tussaud’s 
waxwork exhibition. The 
decorations, which are in the 
New! talian Renaissance style, 
have been most tastefully car- 
ried out by Messrs. Campbell. 
Smith & Co., and, without 
doubt, render the rooms the 
handsomest of their class in 
London. Since they were first 
opened theyhave been in great 
demand for concerts, balls. 
etc. The convenient locality 
in which they are situated 
and the beautiful floor aud 
spacious dimensions of the 

Ilroom have rendered the 
place most popular, and the 
company have acted wisely in 
beautifying it in the manner 
they have done. The first 
of Mr. Crompton’s dances 
this season was held here last 
Saturday and proved a great ; 
success, It was a dancing ; : 
man's paradise, the ladies ; _ =e 
peccominating, and they were as beautiful as their waltzing was 
pertect. 


' 


s* 

2 

AN extra ‘cute Yankee haa just invented and patented an electric 
contribution box for church use. Whenever a button or piece of 
tin is deposited in the box, an electric bell rings and informs the 
congregation of the fact. 


10th October, 1794.—The heroic Kosciusko, the Polish 
general, was this day defeated, covered with wounds, and taken 
prisoncr by fhe Russians, a few leagues from Warsaw. When the 
troops of the Empress of Russia invaded Poland, and acted with a 
ferocity that would have disgraced the most savage nation, an 
avenger seemed to start up in the person of the brave Kosciusko. 
whose brilliant actions afforded a short gleam of comfort to his 
miserable countrymen; but it was found impossible to save a 
nation in which the peasants had been depressed by bondage, and 
the nobles had degenerated into the worst of tyrants by means of 
an usurped authority. 

10th October, 1882.—The skull of Guiteau, the murderer of 
President Garfield, was this day stolen from the Medical Museum 
at Washington, where it was exhibited. 


llth October, 1727.—George II. and his Queen Caroline 
were this day crowned at Westminster. Thackeray writes :—" Why 
did Caroline, the most accomplished princess of Germany, take a 
little red-faced staring princeling for a husband and refuse an 
emperor? Wht to the last hour did she love him so? She killed 
herself because she loved him so, She had the gout, andtwould 
plunge her feet in cold water in order to walk with him. | With the 
tilm of death over her eyes, writhing in intolerable pain, she vet 
had a livid smile and gentle word for her master. She bade him 
marry again, and the reply the old king blubbered out was, * Non. 
non, j‘aurai des maitresses.’” , : 

1th October, 1521.—The title Defender of the Faith was this day 
conferred by Pope Leo X. on Henry VIII. 


12th October, 1860.—Pekin, the capital of China, this day 
surrendered to the allied English and French armies. The fight- 
ing of crickets is a species of amusement pursued with as much 
zest by the Pekinese as quail-fighting in the south or cock-fighting 
among the Malays. The insects are regularly trained for combat. 
and their capture and keep give rise to several important branches 
of commerce. Various implements are needed, such as * scissor< 
to loosen the earth or to enlarge the cracks in the walls in which 


' the insects are hidden, wire bells, tubes several inches tong, and 


open at both ends; and, for each game, two cups, the larger of 
whic has a cover.” When the conditions of the combat are 
arranged, the two heroes are let down into an open flat-bottomed 
box, with perpendicular walls. They “seize each other by the 
body, just as men do, and direct blows at each other with their 

inted mandibles,” fighting till one retires or is hurled out of the 


x. a. 

12th October, 1883.—This morning died the late hangman's widow. 
Mrs, Marwood, her death being hastened by intemperate habits. 
It is stated that at every execution her husband allowed her « 


bottle of gin. ee 
ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


£1 BO will be paid by MR. GILBERT DALZIEL, the Prov 

prietor of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY, to the 
nezt-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl (Railway Servant: 
on dut Gieew=ds he should happen to meet with his or her deat: 
in a Railway Accident, in any part of the United Kin dun. 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S pode 
HOLIDAY ” ia found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published every Thursday 
morning at 10 u'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week Ire tha 
time, expiring at 10 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


Saturday, Octoter 5, 1889.) 
INTOXICATION IN CAMERA. 


It bas been suggested by newspaper correspondents that, witha view to 
«lisgusting ” drunkards, photos. of them, in various “ stages,” should be taken.) 


1 BEG your par'ron! 
Whatsh that you 
shay? 

You want me to “ sit” 
now 'n' then? 

To follow, in fact— 
when I've put 
booze away— 

In the march of the 
Camera men! 
Want my photo in 

sheveral stuges o° 


oze? 

Aight; J'/] take it 
on: An'!'ll never 
refuse. 

So trot your photog— 
(hic!) — ph'tog- 
r’pher—out— 

I'll consent to be 
“taken” — quite 
grand; 

Ash you shay—it may 
help to r'form 

; pain folks—no doubt— 

So, JUl “sit” if yo. ll freq'ntly * shtand.” 


* * ° * * 
Here! p‘duce your ph't'gr’pher—J'm on the job: 
To be done in a group I sh’ll choose, 
As an awful example I'l! pose, S'elp me bob! 
Jest for somethin’ to buy some more booze. 
So your cam'ra Jest bloomin’ well focus on a, 
A sad warnin’ ['ll be to the land ; 
Z'll try all the sheveral * stages "—yow see! 
If ‘casional glash you'll shtand ! 


Each Week's Competition Complete in Itself. 
SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 


The Friend of Manis now giving Two Substantial Presentsaway 
ecery week to Purchasers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY "— 
one toa Lady, and one toa Gentleman, All that hus to be done 
is to cut out and pill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 
“what the Applicant is in want of,” and post it tu :— 


ALLY'S “PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“The Sloperies,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, ELC. 


*.* Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Envelope whether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 
SLOPER’'S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 
“ Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” October 6th, 1889. 


Name... 


Address 


* “Sloper Watches” will net be given. 
140th WEEK. 


RESULT OF SEPTEMBER 21st COMPETITION. 


The following Applicants have becn Awarded 
“SLOPEBEBR PRESENTS.” 


1, Mrs. CRIBB, 6 Sheendale Terrace, Lower Mortlake Road, RICHMOND 
A SET OF TRAYS. 
2. WILLIAM DOBSON, Bridge Street, SHEFFORD. 


A TABLE LAMP. 


TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Advertisements, as under, will be in- 
sorted inthis column free of charge, pre 
rided the Sender's Name'and Addresa 
“re serioees visigh 4 aldrertisement, not 
toy publication, but as a guarantce o 
ghad faith. . ! 

Tootsie undertakes, free of charge and 
postfree, te forward unopened, to the 
partivs interested, all letters reevired in 
reply to the advertisements inserted. 

{drertiscments already received, which 
do not appear below, will be inserted as 
soon as apace admits, Address— 


TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 


“THE SLOPERIES,” : 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


EAN, age 20, medium height, dark 
hair and eyes, wishes to correspond wit! 
a tall fair gentleman, about 26, with a view to 
matrimony. Must be in comfortable cireum- 
stance, Address, in strict confidence, “JEAN,” 
“TooTsit's MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” © The 

London, E.c. 


of ACK and WALTER wish to correspond with two young ladies. 
. with a view to matrimony. Jack is 28, tull, fair, musical, with gol 
income. Widow not objected to. Walter ix 26, medium height, broad, with 
yond features and fair moustache, private means, and good position in shipping 
office, Address—" JACK" or“ WALTER,” “ TOOTSIE'S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY," 
“The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


LORENCE, age 19, rather dark, domesticated, very affec- 
tionate, and of medium height, would like to correspond with a young 
yentleman, not over 28, with view to matrimony. He must be tall, of a lovable 
disposition, — Addres—“ FLORENCE,” © TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENTS,” 
“The sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


CLARA (Aged 22). 


Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, 


GENTLEMAN of independent means, with a pretty country 

bome, wishes to correspond with a lady of breeding and education. Must 
not be over 5 feet 5 inches, as the advertiser, who is 35, but looks much younger, 
can only boast of that height. The lady's age should not exceed 26, while 
"ist enough income to buy her frocks would be pleasing, but not essential. 
Plewse send photo to “LOYAL,” “TOOTSIE'S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “The 
Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, F.C. 


M* DGB, age 19, wishes to correspond with a young man, with a 

view to matrimony. He must be tall «nd dark, with a loving und 
*ftectionate nature. Advertiser is tall, fair hair and dark eyes, musical, and 
thoroughly domesticated. Address—“MADGE,” “TOOTSIE’'S MATRIMONIAL 
AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


ao 

*,° In consequence of the enormous number of lettera received, we 
are unable to publish those selected as soun aswe could desire : 
but the Editor wishes to asaure his Correspondents that all 
letters of ¢mportance and interest, and of moderate length, 
will be sure to find a place ultimately in his Letter-Bor,and 
he therefore invites correspondence un all subjects, 


MANDURAH, WEST AUSTRALIA, July 2th, 1889. 
DEAR SLOPER.—On the 2lst of July, 1889, | found a black 
bottle, containing a piece of paper, | am sending a copy of the 
sume, which I hope you will get safely. I found it on As 
in Lat. 32° 30’ S., und Long. 115° 45’ E., about two miles north of 
Peel Inlet. This piece of paper states that if the finder commu- 
nicates with “ The Sloperies,” 99, Shoe Lane, London, E.C., he will 
be rewarded. If you would like the original, | will be happy to 
forward it to you, with your permission. 
I remain, yours, etc., 4. T. LANE, 
Please address, J.T. Lane, Mandurah, West Australia, 


Copy.) 

“The Sloper Watch Competition, ALLY SLoPER's HALF-HOLI- 
DAY, April Ith, 1889. Name, Captain A. Simpson, 8.8. -{ ustralasian 
Lat. 3P 6 S,, Long. 113° 49 E. The finder of this coupon, if he 
communicates with ‘The Sloperies,’ 99, Shoe Lane, Loudon, E.C.. 
will be rewarded.” 

This is a copy of the piece of paper I found.—J. TL. 

It appears by the distance it was on the shore that it must have 
phi a with the last blow, about three weeks or a month ago. 


—I. TLL 


OCEAN COTTAGE, CARLYLE STREET, BRIGHTON, 
September lath, ISky 

Deak OLD MEssMATE,—W hen I left the old ship and anchord 
in these quarters, my eldest gal was buying her “ SLOPER ™ every 
week, aad when she'd done with it I'd erjoy a look at your figger- 
head. Said I,“I like ye. Ye're one of my own sort, fond of 
drop o' grog like.” One morning | thought I'd make a ‘quarium, 
so I set to and got the job done, and a pretty sight it waa with the 
shells and pebbly bed, and the fish a dartin’ in and out the rocky 
cavern, As I said afore, ['d took a fancy to your honest jib, so | 
rigged out your model in painted cardboard and fixed it atop of 
the ‘quarium, with the Union Jack in your flipper. Well, you 
can't think how the thing took ; the boys and gals got round the 
parlour winder and nearly busted theirselves a laughin’, and I'd 
set there a smilin’ and as ad as an old salt could be with his 

lass o’ rum and shiftin’ quid. But one day my enjoyment come 
sa the ladder with a run, for my gal hollered out like mad that 
there was water all over the passage, 80 I clapped on all sail and 
made for the parlour door. The first thing | see was your image i 
bobbin’ up and down in the water and still holding on to the 
Union Jack. When I come to look for the ‘quarium, | only see 
the place where it stood—the blamed thing had busted, How- 
somever, I saved all the gaspin’ fish and put ‘em ina basin. But | 
warn't goin’ to be done like that, so I rigged up another ‘quarium, 
and its now in the winder, with your jolly jib a lookin’ out aloft 
and your flipper a wavin’ the old flag. Come and see for yourself 
and we'll take on grogs. I'll stow it now, as my mate, Jack 
Warren's hailin’ me to go round to the “ Castle” for a quiet smoke 
andayarn. I remain the same to you as | am to all my other 
messmates, Your friend, OLD FRANK HOPKINS, 


HOLBORN C1RCUS, LONDON, September 19th, 1889. 
Deak ALLY—Looking, a few weeks ago, at the Asphalte 
Paving Co.'s men at work, my attention was called to one 
individual there engaged. His dress consistent with the dirt, good 
old corduroys, check shirt, soft hat, and his face (here the strikin 
resemblance comes in) one of the most comical conceivable, an 
exactly that of your most august self. Eyes not hazel? No. 
Blue? No. Funny and unexplainable. His nose, a treat ; needless 
to say, properly coloured. Aquiline? No. Roman? No. Strictly 
Sloperian, and the whole of his features your own unique model. 
He rejoiced in the cognomen of “Sloper,” and was called the 
same by his fellow workmen. Knowing the idiosyncrasies of A. 
SLOPER proper, I reasoned, could it have been your Eminence 
working thus for a freak, or, 4 the free distribution of innocent 
beauty by Dame Fortune, could it be possible that another Sloper 
lives: not an F.0.M., but a possessor of a face extraordinary. This 
solved would interest several who gazed upon the happy owner of 
this model.—Yours faithfully, JOHN E. PORTER. 


PRIZE COMPETITION. 


£1:1:0 and the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” hace deen 
presented to 


DAVID POWNALL, 4 Egypt Street, Widnes, Lancashire, 
Sor the Best 20 Words ( printed hereundor) of 
ADVICE TO THE STRIEERS. 
Prevent Directors MANNING the docks. England Rurss with 


pry ee gas for your CHAMPION, Be firm toa MANN TILLETT is 
settled. 


THE “SLOPER SILVER MEDAL FOR VALOUR” 


has this day been presented to 
GEORGE BEESON, 


Lor his courageous conduct at Camborne Railway Station, 


The following is a brief account of the occurrence :—“ A woman 
named Knapp, having secured a ticket for the train leaving Cam- 
borne Station at 8.10, attempted to cross the line while the engine 
was running out at a good rate, and only about twenty feet from 
her. Unluckily she tripped and fell between the metals,and a few 
of the people on the pitas, observing her position, commenced 
shouting. while others fainted, and many distressing scenes were 
witnessed. However, a porter, named George Beezon, dropped his 
Jam, and at great peril made a long leap towards the woman, 
catching her by the heels. He then dragged her from the metals, 
and so succeeded in rescuing her from what would undoubtedly 
have been an awful death, as in another second she would have 
been cut to pieces. The affair naturally caused much excitement 
for the time. and the ladies and gentlemen who witnessed it were 
loud in their praises of the conduct of Beeson, who is much 
respected in the neighbourhood.” 

«THE SLOPERIES, Oclober Sth, 1889. 


CAUGHT THAT TIME. 


THE stara were twinkling in the sky 

When my love—my love and I. 
Walked in the woodland glade so far: 

She said to me, “ Don't think I'm missed— 

A-done, Jack, do; I won't be kissed ! 

O law! bless me if—there’s: mamma !~ 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Our Roya, Music1aN.—The Duke of Edinburgh is a musical 
“tur,” and his fiddle is always strung to “concert-pitch.” 

SUPPOSING you keep your Colt's revolver lo enough, will it 
resolve itself into—ahem ! a horse-pistol! 

fo THE DereLy VERSED IN SHAKESPEARE.—Did Shylock 
ever get Venetian-" blind” drunk? 

Wuy is the very tinest vessel in Her Majesty’s navy, although 
riding safely at anchor, not really in a position of security ?—Why, 
because, you see, her anchor only holds on by a fluke. 


@ beach | 
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A RAY OF SUNLIGHT. 


——— 
CHAPTER Vim) Continued, 

Love made me eloquent. f told her, inas few words as possibl: 

the reason of crossing the Atkintic. | told her that now my char 


acter was restored, and my position with Mammon and Grubb 
then, throwing myself at her teet, with a torrent of protes- 


tixed ; 


“Yet love you.” 


tations of affection and a whirlwind of words | begged her to 


take pity on me—to consent to be my wife, for without her [ could 
hot live. 

There was an inex pressible gentleness in her voice, her eyes wer 
soft and liquid, and her touch caressing as she answered me— 

“It is impossible—quite impossible. You do not know whit 
you are asking ; you do not know who or what [ am.” 


“1 do not care,” [ replied; * vou are the whole world to me, anil 


to one who loves as | do, vething is impossible. Only tell me that 


you love me in return—tell me that, and uo difficulties shall be toc 


great for me to fight against and conquer,’ 

L knelt before her; her hand was clasped in mine, and her fait 
face bent lower and lower till her lips touched my forehead. 

“Yes—1 love you,” said she, with what sounded like a weary 
sigh. * 1 love you—Heaven help us both!” 

The blissful words were enough for me. 


Hardly had she spoken than [ had her folded in my arms, presser 


close tomy heart, while PE covered her blushing face with my pe 
sionate kisses, 

The hours 
flew quickly by, 
as, with fluent 
tongue, T de- 
scribed to her 
the RADY lile 
we should lead 
together in 
England, and as 
she sat, her fair 
head resting on 
my shoulder. 
her white hand 
caressing mine, 
I thought I had 
never known 
happiness till 
that moment. 

When at last 
she agreed to 
accompany me 
in rigs Guadi- 
ana the next 
day, my joy was 
complete. 

She acknow- 
ledged that she 
could never 
hope to obtain 
her father's con- 
sent, and that 
an elopement 
was our only 
chance, and this the journey of the Rev. Audley Marston to 
Albany made an easily arranged matter, and T went to bed that 
night with the belief that | had won a wife of whom an emperor 
might well be proud. 


lt was a lovely moonlight night. 


CHAPTER VI. 
A RUDE AWAKENING. 


It was on lovely moonlight night, and the G@uadiand wa 
ploughing her way through 2 calm phosphouescent sea. Afar ofi 
ou the horizon glimmered and flashed the warning lights of the 
Irish coast. ; ; ; 

“Our vovage is nearly at an end, my darling.” | whispered int: 
Ixabelle’s ear, as we leant side by side over the bulwark,“ Te- 
morrow morning, we shall he off Queenstown.” 

She only sighed. 

“You told me,” said she, “that at one tine you thought you 
had inet me in 
another garb at 

Gritsworth ; 
you told me you 
had a suspicion 
that IT) might 
have been con- 
cerned in the 
robbery trom 
your dispatch- 
box.” 

Yes, dearest. 
but——”" 

“Supposing 
you now found 
your suspicion~ 
were—correct ?” 
~ Oh, impossi- 
ble! a 

“To am_ onls 
>peculating on 
an ‘if’ Jf you 
knew me as the 
thief, would you 
turn from me 
with scorn, wit], 
hatred, with 
loathing and 
contempt !* 

“Never—for | 
love you— yes. 
my Bella, love 
you so truly 
and so well,that 
even that knowledge could not alter my atiection.” 

* Do you recognize this 2” said she. suddenly moving, and show 
ing me on x bench the exact duplicate of the dispatch-box from 
py the valuable documents intrusted to my care had been 
stolen, 


UMM 


“Do you recognize this." 


val 


( To be continued newt week.) 
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THE "“F.OS." PORTRAIT GALLERY. HE WAS USED TO IT. 


--¢ 


4 
' ae 
| MILITARY SKETCHES. 
J | The Sergeant Maior. 
“— y | 


Mr. H. E. SEARLE, F.O.S. 
“It has been with considerable difficulty that we have persuaded 


the bero of this week's sketch to allow usto publish a few details ; & ” A 

connected with his a for he is = of ion erp oye Mildman. Yes, I've had a very long walk indeed, and am beginning to feel pretty 

individuals who shrink from notoriety, and who, y havo A 

any special ability, always uuderrate it, and, in fact, regularly =| tired now. . , . p F Estoy. 

hi le sheie | light under a year ber _ cocomee ree en | Violet. Tired are you, Mr. Mildman? Well, I'll drive you home, if you don't mind 

although Searle by name, he is not Surly by nature, rie ai rie * 

a very carly ace developed a great fondness for the water, which sitting behind. : ; : 

isch as that semen is greatly cation by ~ Lescorpeno ieee | Mildman. Oh, dear,no! Not at all. I've taken a back seat all my life, and I'm not 

A. SLOPER to take an interest in him, and, holding such oppo- | A : | 

«re opinions, they soon became firm friends—as everyone knows going to fight against fate any longer. i SEEING A FRIEND “OFF.” 
often happens between persons of dissimilar natures. With = {|—————————____-—_- —__—- 
SLOPER for his coach, our hero soon developed into a splendid — | 


oarsman, and his race with O'Connor has placed bim in bis 
present proud potions and reflected the greatest credit upon 
his tutor. Chiefly because he is the Champion Sculler of the 
World, he was created F.0.8., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 
presented to him, September 21s/, 1889."—Debrett improved. 


i 
| 
| 
| 


A FELLOW FEELING. 
ScoNE—Sunday Morning in Park. 


Firs’ Coster Cpensirely). Wot time's it, Bill? 

Second Corer. Wants two hours ter openin’ 

First Cover, Ab! fancy havin’ a neck’s long as one o them 
there swans, witu tvo hours to wait, and on'y arf a pint to 
garcle it with. j 


- 
1) Micky Brannaghan hai been hapin’ dis birt day va the bhors, and shure he brought awar a cup of dorink in the tan) pocket av Jus cout fer the read deme, and th @ 
sherc ent acresht counthry.—(2). But whin be cot upen the road it was pitch dark, and he heard a sthep behomd him. He looked round. wid In itvithn.ani aaa 
strange-lookin’ black eratur bumping along at lus heels. “Away wid ye, ve leprecann! ' criel he. But the thing still followel.-—-«8). ~ Geb" begerma'  s1y= Mick, 7 its 
the Divil himsilf! Shure, if Oi wasn't a Brannaghan, Oi belave Oi d be afther runmu'’ away !"——(4). Och, then, it’s all over wil me! The spalpeen takes the feaces lois 
a steeplecbaser !""——(5). “But, beda:l ! Oi'!l sell me loife dearly, er perish! Whirroo! come on, ye divil!"——(6). * Whisky, by the powers! faix, Ci'm the first Brannaghan 
| tbat iver ran away from it!” 
\ HE STOLE A MARCH UPON THEM. A NICE DEFINITION. 
a - - 1 é os ~ ad 
AN AUTHORITY ON THE SUBJECT. ee ae 


Professor Noodle, in the family washing-tub, reading over the 
proofs of his new work, which protests against the foolhardy | 
way in which inexperienced persons risk their livesin pursuits  ‘ 
of an acquatic nature, j 


H “Edith, dear, now that we are quite alone, and far away from prying eves and listen- [rich Seaman. I tell ye, sor, me last vejage “asa mest iiligaut carc” 
Air, Ah, M'sile, you are by much too fair and pretty to be here, | ingears——" But he did not see her young brother, who had crept up behind them. timber and fruit. 
It is most bar-barous to condemn you te such a@ life’ and who tock any amount of boating and-canoeing to mahe keep Lis tongue quict Mare, What timber and what fruit ? 


She, Eb ?—beg pardon, I don't understand Freach. i about the affa r—be never Lad a jolly time before. © Irith Seaman, Birch brooms and praties, sor! 


ed by th? Lroprictor, GILBERT DALzlgeL, at “ Zhe Slopsriss," 29 Shoe Lane, London, E.C.—Saturday, October 5, 1999, 


Londoa. Frintel br DaLzieL BROILERS. at their Camden Press, High Street, N.Y. and Publis! 
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